THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"Oh, a dry sherry, thanks very much."

It came.  "All the best/3 said he, and drank,.

We talked awhile about India, Egyptian students and
the dust of Mersa Matrouh. Then we went in to lunch
in a coffee-room which was almost empty.

Harking back to the Near East over coffee and
cigarettes he asked me if I had known T. E. Lawrence,
who had been killed three months before. I said I had.
The Arab Bureau, the Hedjaz, the War: various names
were mentioned. Hopkinson paused; then said: "I say,
Squire, you must have known an awful number of
people."

"Yes," I replied weakly, "and a number of awful
people."

"Have you ever thought of writing your memoirs?"

Steel engravings of dead statesmen and horses in
walnut frames looked down gravely at me from the
walls; their memories at least had been piously pre-
served; anyhow in Bath. "Well," I admitted, "people
have suggested it occasionally and, under Providence, I
expect I shall do it some time. In point of fact I'm by
way of beginning now."

"How do you mean?"

"Well, Fm going to write a book about this holiday
Fm on, and I shall put down anything I remember as I
go, quite apart from what may happen afc the time, such
as meeting you during this Sabbath calm in Bath."

"But you won't have any notes or diaries with you.
You may forget to put down all sorts of important
things."

"That's quite tijue. For instance, I was once held up to
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